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TALES  OF  TWO  STREETS 


O  come  with  me  to  where  the  crossways  meet — 
Come  early  when  no  traffic  will  be  there, 

And  as  we  walk  along  bright  Princes  Street, 
You'll  say  no  other  town  could  be  so  fair. 

The  Castle  crowns  the  Rock  toward  the  right, 
And  guards  the  sleeping  city  lying  still. 

The  eastern  vista  closes  with  the  sight, 
Of  classic  columns  on  the  Calton  Hill. 

On  climbing  to  the  top  we  get  the  view, 
Declared  by  Stevenson  to  be  the  best. 

Here  Arthur's  Seat  is  seen — the  Castle  too — 
The  New  Town  and  Corstorphine  in  the  west. 
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On  Nelson's  Monument,  that  signal  ball 

Goes  up  and  down  the  flag-staff  to  proclaim, 

In  concert  with  the  Castle  gun,  to  all 

The  time  of  day — watch  for  the  smoke  and  flame. 


x\nd  far  away  among  the  Pentland  Hills, 

The  shepherd  in  green  pastures  with  his  flock 

Hears  the  report,  and  in  the  paper-mills 

Men  know  the  Greenwich  time  is  one  o'clock.* 


Upon  a  spur  and  lower  down  the  hill, 

There  stands  the  Temple  raised  to  Robert  Burns  : 
None  sang  so  well  as  he  or  ever  will. 

And  to  his  shrine  the  pilgrim  always  turns. 

*  Recent  legislation  has  disturbed  the  harmony  of  this 
duet,  and,  for  "summer  time,"  the  ball  movement  has  been 
arranged  as  a  solo — taking  place  an  hour  later  than  the 
performance  of  the  Castle  gun. 


His  songs  are  fragrant  of  the  "  red,  red  rose," 

We  see  him  still  where'er  the  "  woodbines  twine," 

And  parting  guests,  as  every  Scotsman  knows, 

May  hear  him  in  the  strains  of  "  Auld  Lang  Syne." 

O  "  City  that  is  set  upon  a  hill  " — 

How  wistfully  your  exiled  sons  look  back — 

What  memories  of  you  are  cherished  still, 
Wherever  proudly  waves  a  Union  Jack  ! 

II. 

Now  "  stepping  westward  "  we  will  turn  again. 
And  walk  by  Princes  Street,  until  we  come 

To  the  great  monument  of  him — our  "  ain  " 
Sir  Walter  Scott — amid  the  city's  hum. 

And  there  he  sits  as  if  still  looking  down. 
From  out  the  marble  with  benignant  air, 

Upon  his  very  "  own  romantic  town," 

O'er  which  he  threw  a  glamour  everywhere. 


Whate'er  he  touched  with  his  magician  wand, 
Began  to  bud  and  blossom  forth  anew, 

And  for  his  own  and  countries  far  beyond, 
He  did  what  he  and  he  alone  could  do. 

So  vivid  are  his  characters — so  real, 

The  tourist  asks  now  where  dwelt  Jeanie  Deans ! 
We  find  the  spell  enchanting,  and  we  feel 

The  haunting  benediction  that  it  means. 

Some  may  have  been  indifferent  before, 

But  hearts  which  tales  of  clansmen  had  left  cold 

Now  "  warm  to  tartan  "  with  MacCallummore, 
And  kindle  at  the  fire  of  days  of  old. 

III. 

Then  from  the  Castle  battlements  look  forth — 
Green  gardens  Hnk  the  Old  Town  with  the  New- 

Across  the  sea  to  Fife  upon  the  north, 

And  in  the  west  the  Grampians  dimly  blue. 
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St  George's  Church — that  landmark  is  known  well — 
See  how  the  sun  lights  up  the  golden  dome — 

Its  minister  was  one  of  those  who  fell, 

When  fighting  for  his  King  and  for  his  home. 

That  is  the  Picture  Gallery  on  the  Mound, 

And  there — the  stranger  "  Raeburn  "  gladly  greets 

His  own  and  his  wife's  names  are  to  be  found 
Not  far  away,  on  Edinburgh  streets. 

To  yonder  Gardens  Allan  Ramsay  went 
From  out  the  busy  High  Street  in  old  age, 

And  there  the  prosperous  poet  found  content, 
In  building  for  his  own  dear  "  burd  a  cage." 

The  Castle  makes  a  strong  appeal  always 
To  those  to  whom  its  history  is  known, 

And  the  Regalia  speak  of  bygone  days. 
When  Scotland  was  a  kingdom  of  its  own. 
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The  mother  of  King  David — "  The  Sore  Saint  " — 
Bestowed  her  name  upon  the  chapel  here  ; 

\Mth  "  Margaret  "  ever  since  we're  well  acquaint, 
The  name  of  names  in  Scotland  held  most  dear. 

'Twas  there  the  song  was  heard  for  many  a  year, 
As  o'er  the  cradle  soldiers'  wives  would  bow, 

"  O  hush  ye,  hush  ye,  little  pet  ye,  deare, 
For  the  Black  Douglas  canna  get  ye  now." 

IV. 

Here  in  Baird's  Close,  upon  the  Castle  Hill, 
Dwelt  Mrs  Cockburn,  whose  pathetic  lay 

Is  linked  to  music  even  sadder  still — 

"  The  Flowers  o'  the  Forest — wede  away." 

Now  from  the  Tolbooth  Church  we  get  a  sight, 
Down  by  the  winding  way  of  Upper  Bow, 

To  where  was  hurried,  in  the  dead  of  night. 
Poor  Captain  Porteous  many  years  ago. 
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There  streamed  the  angry  mob  athirst  for  blood, 
Lochaber  axes,  borne  by  stalwart  men, 

Were  powerless  to  withstand  the  surging  flood 
Of  those  who  cried  for  vengeance  there  and  then. 

You  might  go  on  some  day  when  in  the  mood, 
To  the  old  market-place  and  look  around. 

And  near  the  well  where  once  the  gallows  stood 
A  saltire  marks  the  site  upon  the  ground. 

Before  going  further  down  the  Royal  Mile, 

We  turn  aside  to  Candlemaker  Row, 
Then  at  a  drinking-fountain  pause  awhile, 

And  read  "  To  Bobby  "  and  some  words  below. 

These  tell  of  "  faithfulness  "  and  little  save 
That  here  a  doggie's  efflgy  is  placed — 

"  He  lingered  twelve  years  near  his  master's  grave  '* 
In  lettered  bronze  that  cannot  be  effaced. 
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Here,  in  Greyfriars,  the  Covenant  was  signed, 
When  eager  zealots  poured  in  like  a  flood. 

Their  desk  a  grave — the  flattest  they  could  find — 
They  wrote  Till  Death  and  signed  with  their  own 
blood. 

No  more  Franciscan  Friars  delight  to  walk 

Among  their  flowers,  when  orchards  are  in  bloom, 

No  more  a  garden  now — but  all  men  talk 
Of  Covenanters  in  "  The  Martyrs'  Tomb." 

V. 

Now  coming  back  again  to  the  High  Street, 
Look  up  to  "  lands  "  that  are  ten  storeys  high  : 

This  is  the  nation's  heart — one  hears  it  beat, 
And  memories  awake  of  times  gone  by. 

Great  nobles  lived  here  in  the  days  of  yore  ; 

In  yonder  close  a  Countess  dwelt  we  know  ; 
Sedan  chairs  came  from  out  that  scutcheoned  door, 

When  ladies  went  to  routs  in  the  West  Bow. 
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Close  to  the  statue  of  a  "  bold  Buccleuch  " 
The  causeway  is  designed  to  play  its  part, 

Which  is  to  show  as  well  as  it  can  do, 

That  here  you  stand  upon  "  Midlothian's  Heart !  " 

And  there's  the  crown  and  spire  of  old  St  Giles, 
Where  tattered  Scottish  banners  hang  unfurled. 

And  through  the  stained-glass  windows  in  the  aisles, 
The  radiance  lights  brave  deeds  to  all  the  world. 

Here  was  enacted  once  that  stirring  scene. 
When  "  kail-wife  Jenny  Geddes,"  it  is  said. 

Completely  lost  her  temper  with  a  Dean, 

And  threw  her  folding-stool  straight  at  his  head  ! 

That  building  is  the  ancient  Parliament  Hall, 
Bewigged  and  solemn  senators  sit  there. 

Within  the  same  Law  Courts,  you  may  recall, 
As  were  presided  over  by  Lord  Stair. 
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A  pennon  that  was  borne  on  Flodden  Field, 
The  torture  chamber  underneath  the  ground — 

Where  now  you  see  Scott's  statue  by  Greenshield- 
And  all  the  kingdom's  books  are  to  be  found. 

The  Market-Cross,  with  its  old  pillar,  stands 
Where  now  and  then  the  lieges  see  with  awe, 

Heralds  with  proclamations  in  their  hands, 
And  hear  a  trumpet  call  and  a  new  law. 

See  on  the  right  in  passing  Hunter  Square, 
The  University  crowned  by  a  dome, 

And  there  come  students  now  from  everywhere, 
As  of  the  healing  art  this  is  the  home. 

The  artist  who  designed  it  is  well  known. 
For  Adam's  work  has  a  distinctive  air  ; 

The  style  is  classical,  he  made  his  own — 
It  seems  severely  simple,  yet  is  rare. 
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The  far-famed  Simpson  passed  from  out  its  porch, 
And  Lister's  name  is  like  a  household  word ; 

While  men  to  whom  they  handed  on  the  torch 
Are  blessed  by  those  of  whom  they  never  heard. 

And  in  the  High  Street  once  stood  the  "  salt-tron," 
For  merchandise  which  used  to  be  weighed  here, 

And  gave  the  name  to  this  old  Kirk  "  The  Tron," 
Round  which  Scots  gather  every  "  guid  New  Year." 

Across  the  street  and  lower  down  the  hill, 

John  Knox's  house  has  been  restored  afresh — 

All  redolent  of  the  Reformer  still, 

Who  "  neither  feared  nor  flattered  anye  flesche." 

VI. 

Here  from  the  windows  of  the  Canongate, 

Eyes  watch  since  days  of  old  the  courtiers  pass, 

And  pageant  scenes  to  some  at  any  rate, 
Are  common  as  the  gowans  in  the  grass. 
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But  whether  to  the  people  far  or  near, 
Whose  homes  are  palaces  or  humble  cots, 

The  culminating  point  is  ever  here — 
The  Holyrood  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots. 

Briefly  this  is  the  legendary  tale — 

Once  when  King  David  hunted  Drumsheugh^Wood, 
A  vision  saved  him  from  a  stag's  assail — 

In  gratitude  he  founded  Holyrood. 

In  Mary's  time,  'twas  in  a  "  park  of  deare  ;  " 
Pleached  alleys,  bowling  greens  were  over  there, 

"  Caitchepelle  "  was  played  in  tennis  courts  just  here, 
And  lawns  were  set  with  many  a  gay  parterre. 

Perhaps  she  thought  of  days  when  as  a  child 
She  played  with  her  four  Maries  aU  alone, 

Where  in  the  "  Isle-of-Rest  "  they  could  run  wild. 
And  had  a  little  garden  of  their  own. 
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The  Queen,  on  great  occasions,  would  preside 

In  Parliament  attired  in  gold  and  lace, 
While  Knox  reproved  the  "  wemen's  styncken  pryde, 

The  people  cried  "  God  save  yon  sweet,  sweet  face  !  " 

"  None  liked  a  falcon's  flight  so  well  as  she  " — 
On  Scott's  account  I  dearly  love  to  dwell — 

The  ride  to  Roslin  muir  we  almost  see — 

The  falcon  match  has  been  portrayed  so  well. 

'Twas  on  that  day  "  the  Queen's  white  palfrey  flew 
As  if  it  scorned  to  touch  more  on  the  muir 

Than  heather  blossom  " — and  no  voice  men  knew 
Like  her  "  sweet  mavis  whistle  clear  "  and  pure. 

"  A  blink  from  out  the  bonnie  Queen's  bright  eye," 
Was  greater  guerdon  than  "  the  golden  ring  "  ; 

"  But  pomp  and  pleasure  pass  away,  ay,  ay. 

As  speedily  as  wap  of  falcon  wing."  « 
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Still  visitors  may  gaze  in  loving  awe, 
Upon  mementos  here  that  may  be  seen, 

Of  her  who  was  "  the  flower  amang  them  a'," 
The  loveliest  yet  the  most  unhappy  Queen. 

Now  Rizzio  is  a  name — and  little  more, 

-\lthough  we  know  he  made  sweet  melody  ; 

But  memory  of  blood  upon  the  floor, 
The  centuries  can  never  wash  away. 

Right  gallantly  for  all  too  short  a  day. 

Prince  Charlie  held  his  Court  at  Holyrood — 

To  some,  romance  seems  now  so  far  away, 
A  fallen  Cause  is  hardly  understood. 

As  though  a  meteor  flashed  and  then  expired, 

Yet  left  a  cloud  of  glory  from  the  flame, 
The  passionate  devotion  he  inspired 
•    Still  lingers  even  now  around  his  name. 
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There  is  a  power  about  the  living  voice, 
So  you  should  hear  from  people  still  alive, 

The  tales  they  tell  would  make  your  heart  rejoice, 
Of  forebears  who  were  "  out  in  'forty-five." 

They  say  the  Prince  was  "  straight  as  any  lance — 
With  yellow  hair  that  naturally  curled — 

The  reels,  strathspeys  and  flings  that  he  could  dance- 
And  oh  !    the  sweetest  voice  in  all  the  world  !  " 

For  one  the  memory  would  never  fade. 
Of  days  she  wore  a  white  rose  for  his  sake  ; 

And  on  the  bonnet  sewed  a  white  cockade. 

For  her  own  lover,  though  her  heart  might  break. 

*'  Wha  wadna  fight  for  Charlie  "  has  a  sound 
Like  clarion  call  to  arms  with  martial  clang. 

And  where  in  all  the  land  can  song  be  found 
More  tender  than  the  one  "  a  wee  bird  sang." 
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VII. 

The  Scots  are  faithful  friends  but  fearsome  foes, 
And  many  a  "  bonnie  fechter  "  goes  from  here, 

When  fighting's  to  be  done  Auld  Reekie  knows 
They  are  among  the  first  to  volunteer. 

To  see  a  regiment  swinging  down  the  hill. 
Makes  every  Scottish  heart  the  quicker  beat, 

And  oh  !    the  pipers'  music  sends  a  thrill. 

When  Highlanders  are  marching  through  the  street ! 

And  if  at  times  to  cheer  we  may  seem  slow. 

The  reason  is  not  very  far  to  seek — 
Although  our  burning  hearts  are  all  aglow, 

W^e  cannot  even  trust  ourselves  to  speak. 

Some  may  be  thinking  of  that  August  day 

They  rose  at  early  dawn,  so  as  to  try 
To  get  a  glimpse  of  Camerons  going  away, 

\^^hen    streets    were    lined    with    friends    to    say 
good-bye. 
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At  last  they  come — the  crowds  more  closely  press- 
No  waving  plumes,  no  tartan  gleams — and  yet 

Glengarries  and  the  simple  service  dress — 
They  make  a  picture  none  can  e'er  forget. 

No  weeping  now — all  bravely  wear  a  smile — 
And  here  and  there  maybe  is  thrown  a  rose, 

And  handkerchiefs  are  fluttering  for  a  mile — 
A  last  farewell  ! — and  then  the  barriers  close. 

And  in  the  papers  you  might  read  next  day. 
Among  all  sorts  of  news,  these  lines  perchance, 

"  Another  Scottish  regiment  slips  away. 
So  silently  and  secretly  to  France." 

Yet  ever  since  that  hallowed  ground  is  dear. 
And  dear  the  very  stones  upon  the  street. 

To  those  who  heard — and  evermore  will  hear — 
The  echo  of  the  tramp  of  marching  feet. 
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